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*TOJL ELLIOTT 

I first met Ross Halfin on the 5th of June 1979 when I picked 

him and Sounds journalist Geoff Barton up from Sheffield's Sheaf Street 
train station to take them to the Crookes Working Men’s Club to watch a 
fledgling Def Leppard perform that night. I don't remember much about the 
actual journey that day, but as I was driving my work van, which only had 
two seats in it, and at the time I would have considered Geoff Barton more 
important, I can only surmise that Ross was in the back getting thrown 
around all over the place, holding on for dear life and trying to protect 
all his camera equipment from any damage! Ah, rock 'n' roll, people, it isn’t 
all limos and five-star hotels; well, it certainly wasn’t back then. Both Ross 
_ and Geoff were pleasantly surprised at how cheap the-drinks were at the 
club and consequently were pretty loaded when they came back to our 
dressing room after the gig. Geoff was waxing lyrically about how great the 
gig was and how sorry he was for not taking the letters I’d been sending to 
him more seriously. Ross was just shouting loudly in agreement and pissing 
in the sink. This is my lasting image of Ross. Loud, opinionated, oblivious 
to the more conventional bathroom habits that most of us adhere to but 
more importantly, possessing an uncanny knack for taking GREAT photos. 

I’ve spent a lot of time in Ross's company, some of it in sushi bars and 
Japanese bootleg shops, but most of it standing in front of him listening 
to his mantras: "Chin up Joe!"... “Head down’’... “Stop fidgeting"... 
“Fancy some Japanese tonight??!” It was work, but it was fun. Looking at 
these photos-some for the first time, some for the first time in many, many 
years-l’m reminded of just how many photo shoots we actually did with 
Ross. He’Seems to have been with the band just about everywhere we went, 
from the first major shows we played in the UK opening for Sammy Hagar 
and then AC/DC, through the “Pete Willis" years, and the “Terror Twins” era. 
And, of course, Ross was the first photographer to capture the sadness, the 
pain, the doubt, and the eventual triumph over adversity that was the return 
of the Thundergod, Rick Allen. In these photos you can see that he was 
always there right up to the latter-day lineup with Vivian Campbell. We've 
scaled pyramids in Mexico, stood in front of a myriad of garage doors, even 
climbed onto the roof of my house in search of that special location that 
makes the session unique. Of course, Ross does this with every band he 
shoots! But at least the subject matter is somewhat different. 

The one arena, though, where Ross stands head and shoulders above any 
other photographer I've ever worked with is shooting us live. He truly is the 
master of getting the perfect shot. Just look at how, when he shoots from 



behind the stage, he captures the vastness of a band playing to a massive 
crowd to the point where it actually looks like everyone in attendance is in 
the picture. When he shoots from the pit, it is essential that the relationship 
between the band and the lighting rig is captured totally in perspective; this 
he also does effortlessly. I remember sitting in a hotel with Ross somewhere 
in the States during the Pyromania tour and moaning that the shots he'd 
taken of me made me look like I was constantly screaming (I probably 
was!), or that they all seemed to feature me with my mouth wide open. So 
we made a plan to only shoot me when I WASN'T singing! “I’m outta luck," 
click-click-click! “outta love," click-click-click! “gotta photograph,” click- 
click-click! “picture of...,” pun absolutely intended. It worked a treat, and 
so from that moment onwards I was looking for Ross during guitar solos 
and mugging for him, no doubt to the total annoyance of Steve and Phil! 

When we decided to play in-the-round on the 1987-88 Hysteria tour it 
prompted quite a challenge for Ross, as we effectively had four front rows. 
It was fine if he was shooting us as individuals but how on earth was he 
going to get any shots of us as a band? Rick was banging away on his 
drums and spinning around so everyone could see him from the front at 





















least some of the time and the rest of us were running around all over the 
place trying to face forward to as many people as possible! The solution? 
Put Ross in the lighting truss!!! Brilliant!! He'd be twenty-five feet above us, 
and sometime during the two hours we’d be on stage, surely we’d all be in 
close enough proximity for him to get some great action shots. It worked. 
In fact, it worked fine, but the one thing neither Ross nor the band took 
into consideration was that most essential of human needs, the bathroom 
break!! The poor guy had to go up at least thirty minutes before we went 
on and he couldn’t be let down for about fifteen minutes after we came off! 
So he wasn’t a happy man when we finally saw him, and it goes without 
saying that the next time he went up there he took a rather large plastic 
bottle with him ... 

Of course, when you mull over twenty-five years' worth of photographs, 
you will inevitably go through a “kaleidoscope of conflicting emotions,’’ to 
paraphrase a certain darts commentator. The obvious excitement of being 
in America for the very first time and following in the footsteps of our 
collective heroes, Led Zeppelin, Queen, Mott the Hoople, The Who, etc.... 
Seeing pictures of Pete Willis and thinking of what might have been... 
Steve in all of his magnificent pomp, doing the archetypal rock-star poses 
that he seemed to have invented, but that he and we knew were part 


Jimmy Page, part Brian Robertson; in all fairness he was just a kid we all 
grew up with who took it right to the edge, just a little too close to the 
edge, sadly. But thankfully there are enough fantastic shots in this book to 
remind us all just what we’re missing every minute of every day. 

Life, though, goes on, and as we mourned the passing of our great friend and 
colleague, we documented our grief on record and film. On the MenaUze 
album we recorded a song called “White Lightning,” a paean to a lost soul, 
and we did photo sessions as a four-piece, some with Ross, some not, for 
the one and only time in our career. Since that time we’ve forged ahead 
against other difficult odds, so-called grunge music, changing times, hey, 
just life in general!! But with the aid of the “new kid,” Vivian Campbell, 
who restored us back to a five-piece in time for the 1992-93 tour, we’ve 
soldiered on into a new century and beyond!!! 

There’s life in the old cat yet, but this book is a chance for us all to look 
back on some great times, some difficult times, and some triumphant 
comebacks that make Sinatra look like a cab driver!! All through the lens 
of one of the best rock photographers to ever piss in your sink! 

Take a bow, Ross Halfin. a _„ 
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Opening for Sammy Hagar at the (then) Hammersmith Odeon, London, 
September 1979. “Resplendent in their new stagewear..Someone had the 
brilliant idea of suggesting a paw-print shirt. You know, paws, Leppard. 
Geddit??!!... Rrrrright. No. 

-Joe 
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In the days when you were really impressed that the word Sheffield turned 
up in America!!! Somewhere, probably California, 1981. 

-Joe 
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lllCE Jk$JJ*TEEU 


Looking back over my life with Def Leppard, remembering that I spent my sixteenth birthday aboard 
my drum kit opening for AC/DC, and was playing shows with local bands before that at only age 
eleven, it would be expected that my life would be anything but typical. 


I couldn't have imagined that I would have lost my left arm on New Year's 
of 1984 in a car accident and still be playing my drum kit today, but 
somewhere it was predestined that I would. People think it's amazing that 
I can play the drums with only one hand, and my accident is the subject 
people ask a lot of questions about, but I would rather look at it as proof 
of the power of the human spirit. It also reminds me how we can rely on 
our families and friends in a time of crisis, knowing we are not just body, 
but spirit, and over the course of my life, my spirit has soared. 

It all came back to me again like a flood in June of 2009 while aboard my 
drum kit in Donington. The guys could not have known that for a second 
time in my life, Def Leppard would change my life forever, thrusting me 
forward into the future. I had seen my life from this vantage point all too 
many times, but this time it was different for sure, and it would never be 
the same. I knew returning that day in June was going to be filled with 
emotion, but just how much emotion I could never have realized, though 
I realize it now. Donington for me today is a sacred place, a crossroads 
that in many ways was where my journey began, and it became the place 
where I could move forward. I returned to a place where I knew I had 
been before, but it somehow seemed like I had seen it in another life; it 
was a moment in time that redefined and reaffirmed Def Leppard's place 
in music. The rest is history. 



As a band we have always been a really strong team; that is what 
kept everyone together then, and what keeps everyone together today. 
We share a bond that has spanned our lives from teenagers to grown 
men, playing our music to fans everywhere around the world. Success for 
Def Leppard has always been based on friendship, and that became very 
apparent the first time I met Steve and Joe at the Limit Club in Sheffield 
for what I had hoped to be my first day on the job, and ended up being 
my first official day as a member of the Def Leppard family. Everything 
up to now seems to have happened so fast, from the beginning when we 
were selling our first record to the day we started selling out arenas, to the 
day we were put in the Guinness Book of World Records for playing three 
continents in the same twenty-four-hour period, to selling over 65 million 
albums... where has the time gone? But we were never given anything, 
and we didn't always know how we were getting there, but we knew one 
day success would come. We’ve seen it all, fame, fortune, and pain, but 
we are and still remain Def Leppard. 

From behind my drum kit I have experienced life, death, and now life 
again. The first time back with the band at Donington I had an uneasy 
confidence that quickly turned the page of my journey with Def Leppard 
and my life as a musician, husband, father, brother, and friend. Today 
driving down the road and hearing a Leppard tune playing on the radio 
reminds me that time can stand still, and that’s what makes good music 
great, timeless. Joe once said, “We haven't figured out immortality,’’ but 
as long as our music is being played, fans keep coming to our shows, 
and now seeing the next generation of fans, it is safe to say that we have 
found a way to have written our own page in rock history. As you read this 
book and see rare moments in time, we hope you can catch a glimpse 
of life as we did, as we remember it today, as members of Def Leppard. 
Enjoy the view. I know I have. 
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What you see me wearing here cost a mere £25!! You have to realize when 
we started this tour, we had nothing!! Forty pounds a week I think we were 
on ... pleather trousers, £10, handcuff belt, £7, Union Jack shirt £7.99; overall 
look, priceless!!! 

-Joe 
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Another classic poster moment! This is the four-guitar attack, “Switch 625,” 1983-style!!! 

-Joe 


43 





















A W 


b 11 

■ « gSy 

<• If 

f 

| 


1 

K^H A ■ ] 

1 F 

vfl 

»i ■ 




■H » 14 

k7 

1 1 ' A 

< 




V 'm ^ fi 

✓ >1 kL*> 






A ^fift*. 

BFTZ3I 




gK T ftJk lr I 


p 




V S Bk V B 

K HDPI 





P^HL SL| v A 

S- 1 





k^- ^ JH 

1 Hi 1 



kj 

Ur-S Wf * ^v. 


SraLv 








LA. Forum, 1983. I don’t know how this came about, but Brian May joined 
us onstage for the encore! We’d met Brian back in ’81 when we opened for 
Rainbow in Munich and Queen were in town recording Hot Space. I remember 
with great fondness watching Brian sound checking, and him playing 
“Photograph”!! To a bunch of young kids who grew up on Queen it was a magical 
moment, as was our shredding version of CCR’s “Travelin’ Band,” which has 
since been given an official release on the remastered Pyromania. 

-Joe 
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Probably my favorite image of Steve. This is him doing his audience bit for 
the intro to “Wasted.” He’d play three notes from the riff, then stop and point 
at one side of the arena, then do the other side and play them off against each 
other. This got very theatrical when we played in-the-round, as he had four 
sides to play with and he got really good at doing it, which was great for me as 
it gave me about five minutes to towel down and get my breath back! 

-Ioe 
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Me playing my Ibanez Destroyer, summer ’83. I wore army surplus for most 
of that tour as all of my clothes were stolen. All that I had on me were those 
teeny-weeny Union Jack shorts. 

-Phil 
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Rick onstage. Notice the microphone that we later took away from him 
because he was only pretending to sing (he can actually sing really well 
when he wants to). 

-Phil 
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Shooting the video for “Rock of Ages” at the Battersea Power Station in 
London (as seen on the front album cover of Pink Floyd’s Animals). Coinci¬ 
dentally, on my birthday. We shot the “Photograph” vid at the same place a 
week before on Sav’s birthday. 

-Phil 
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The Day Before Donington. Little did I know my life was about 
to change forever... 

-Rick 


Geeking out pre-sound check, Donington 1986. 

-Phil 
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Phil and me with our hero, the great Brian May. 

-Sav 
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One of my favorite shots from the early Hysteria shows. Sadly the jeans and 
shirt never made it to the end! 

-Sav 















In-the-round stage. Not a bad seat in the house. But 
it meant we had to work extra hard as it was like 
having four front rows. 

-Phil 
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A photograph can speak to you. It has a language. 
It can create a unique emotion, capture a candid 
moment or a striking pose... or it can be nothing 
but a plain image on dull paper. 

Take a look at the classic shots of Steve Clark: most of them will treat you 
to his swashbuckling, cavalier approach, a style that he perfected onstage, 
strutting his stuff and throwing some of the best shapes in the business. 
Quite often he chose the cigarette in place of the sword. Mostly he toyed 
with the lens, as the operator did his best to fence with Steve. 

Others may evoke mystery or at least curiosity. I have attended many 
photo shoots in many locations; they can be long and arduous affairs, 
in railway yards, dilapidated buildings, or just standing in front of a wall 
outside the venue (although the wall outside the gig is usually a pretty 
quick one 'cos it’s show day!) It’s tough on the guys having to stand and 
pose, and change, and stand and pose, and... well, you get the picture. 
Oops! Was that a pun? 

We once rented space in a place called Hubcap World (they sold hubcaps), 
and there were a million items in the place. Sometimes the location makes 
the shoot, but not always, in my humble opinion. I remember a time when 
the band was standing chest-high in a cornfield looking completely pissed 
off, and I couldn't blame them. Sav, standing there with hands on hips, 
his body language clearly spelling out his sense of dry irony asking the 
question, “Why am I standing here?” 

Live onstage shots are a completely different tray of developing fluid. 
Check out Phil, Viv, and Sav as they strike out in fast-moving postures and 
come alive right in front of you. Notice the flash of a drumstick as it creates 
a wave of movement on its way to the cymbal. Joe using the microphone 
stand as his weapon, his open mouth as he screams, seemingly angry at 
something, is another aspect of the live shot. He's not angry at all... 
he’s just enjoying his job. 

I remember a great shot of the band on stage in Mannheim, Germany— 
Steve and Phil wearing kilts, all the equipment covered in plastic, and the rain 
coming down in sideways sheets. Not ideal conditions, but a brilliant photo. 


-Malvin Mortimer 
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(top) Laundry hamper limousine. 

-Phil 


(bottom) Shot during the Hysteria sessions. This is me letting Ross into my 
bathroom(!) at the Waterwolf Hotel, Loosdretch, Holland, probably in 1986. 
We must have been terribly bored. 

-Joe 
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(top) Terror Twins not looking too terrible. 

(next spread) Hysteria tour in-the-round with our extraterrestrial lighting rig. 
Love the ’80s! 

-Phil 
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Rod Stewart once sang, “Every picture tells a story.” 

Looking back through these photos, more than thirty years of memories 
and stories have been reborn, from the early days when five lads from 
Sheffield came together to share a common goal (it was more than just 
being in a band with a bunch of mates, it was about believing we could 
be the biggest band in the world!), to the massive gigs and millions of 
records sold. 

I could get specific and tell you stories that have earmarked the last three 
decades. 

Like Pete Willis setting the plane on fire as we were about to land at LAX 
for the first time. 

Like Rick getting on the wrong tour bus and finding himself going to the 
wrong gig as part of Michael Jackson’s backing band! 

Or the time in Dublin when the Terror Twins, Phil and Steve, thought they 
were billionaires and in a drunken stupor bought really expensive watches, 
only to try and hand them back the following day. 

Then there were the shows... The rough reception we got at the Reading 
festival in 1980 for apparently “selling out” to the Americans, when all we 
ever wanted to do was write and record songs that we would have liked 
to hear as fans. Playing the old Jack Murphy Stadium in San Diego at the 
end of the Pyromanialm was an incredible experience. Doing something 
no rock band had ever tried before at the time and taking the Hysteria 
stage into the middle of the arena and playing in-the-round (ever wonder 
how we got to the stage? Ask Robert Plant if you ever have the privilege of 
meeting him!) Our big homecoming gig at Sheffield's Don Valley Stadium 
in 1993 is also a standout memory, as is the return to Donington in 2009 
to play to a sell-out crowd of 83,000. 

Yes, there were wild parties. Yes, there were run-ins with the law and 
customs officers... even the odd fight and disagreements between us 
from time to time. But when looking at these shots, one thing stands out 
above all else: here is a group of guys who knew where they were going 
and how they were gonna get there. And yes, we made mistakes along the 
way (check out some of the clothes from the early years!) and it certainly 
wasn't plain sailing, but our belief in each other, and more importantly, in 
the band as a whole, never wavered even through the worst of times. 


There was the incredible experience of working with producer Mutt Lange. 
The shot in the arm the band needed when Phil joined. The shock and horror 
of Rick's accident and his tear-inducing return. The tragedy of Steve's death, 
and the arrival of Viv to help us become a world-class act, not just because 
of popularity, but because we were and are that good. And throughout it all, 
the sheer determination and leadership shown by “Our Joe.” 

One of the best things about this book is some of the classic shots of 
Steve. Here was a young man who lived for playing his guitar for an 
audience. He was a genius at times, and infuriatingly unconventional and 
rudderless at other times. He has since been portrayed by some as a loner 
and desperately unhappy man. Sure, he had his demons, and all too easily 
found refuge in the bottle, but my recollections of him are mostly of a guy 
who loved doing what he did. He was a rock god in the truest sense. Look 
at the photos and tell me I’m wrong. 

Of course, none of this would have been possible without the people I 
regard as the most important part of the whole thing... YOU, the fans, 
for giving us the opportunity to be who we are and do what we do. For 
that, I thank and salute you. 

A moment’s happiness can last a lifetime. Looking back at these photos, 
I reckon I've had a life I would not have changed for the world... and 
there’s still a lot more to come! 

Sav xx 
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With Mick Ronson, who was to appear onstage for the very last time at the 
Freddie Mercury Tribute show. He’d been working stupid hours on the 
Morrissey album Your Arsenal and so looked a bit more tired than usual, but 
for a man with terminal cancer was bright, lively, full of good humor and grace, 
and got to do what a lot of people thought he should have done a long time 
ago, play the guitar on Bowie’s “Heroes.” We recorded Mick’s song “Only 
After Dark” and put it on the B-side of “Let’s Get Rocked” to help as best we 
could, and I later helped him finish his final album, Heaven and Hull. One year 
after his death, Phil and I fulfilled a childhood dream of fronting the Spiders 
from Mars, effectively taking the place of Bowie and Ronson for the Mick 
Ronson tribute show at the Hammersmith Odeon. We would later revisit this 
opportunity and form the Cybernauts, a tribute to the immense talent that 
was Mick Ronson. R.I.P. Mick, you were an amazing inspiration to us. 

-Ioe 



With Ian Hunter at the Freddie Mercury Tribute show. 

-Joe 
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(top) With Brian May singing on “All the Young Dudes,” Freddie Mercury Tribute 
show, April 20,1992. 

(bottom) Rehearsing with Queen! Not something I thought I would ever do 
when I bought Sheer Heart Attack in 1974!!! 

-Ioe 
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Although it was said to be my very first gig with Def 
Leppard, the Freddie Mercury Tribute concert at 
Wembley Stadium in 1992 was actually my second, 
as we played a warm-up show at a Dublin club a 
few days beforehand. I’ll admit to being much more 
nervous about the club show; I always find it more 
intimidating to be close to the audience, as opposed 
to a stadium show where the crowd is fifty feet away. 
As you can see from the pictures, that pest Halfin was 
never more than a few feet away. 

-Vivian 
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Ah, those trousers! Always been proud of my fashion 
sense!! The Freddie Mercury Tribute show was a 
fantastic time for Def Leppard; it was Viv’s first gig 
with us, and what a way to introduce him to the world! 
So many great memories from that day: Brian May 
playing “Now I’m Here” with us; me singing “Tie Your 
Mother Down” with Queen; and singing backup on 
“Dudes” with David Bowie, Ian Hunter, and for what 
turned out to be Mick Ronson’s last-ever public 
appearance. We were the only British band (other 
than Queen) on the bill, and those trousers were my 
way of saying, “We’re here and we’re proud to be the 
only British band asked to do it!” And as Roger Taylor 
said, “They’re British and they’re number one all over 
the world right now!” How cool is that to hear from 
one of your boyhood heroes??!!! 

-Joe 
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My first studio session with Ross was at some place in Dublin during Adrenalize 
rehearsals, the photos from which were used-collectively and individually- 
as picture discs for various 12-inch singles. Prior to Dublin rehearsals, we 
had spent a month or so on the island of Ibiza and Ross had been there, too, 
shooting casuals. Always one to want to work on his tan, that Halfin. 
-Vivian 
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Somewhere on the Adrenalize tour 1992-93. Our 
biggest album in Europe by a long way, it went to 
number one in twenty-two countries. We were in-the- 
round once again, but the novelty had worn off, and 
by the time we reached the States again in ’93 we went 
back to the stage at one end, which in itself seemed 
like something new. Two hundred and forty-one 
shows in total, and at nearly three hours a night, it was 
intense, and something I wouldn’t want to do again! 
-Ioe 
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Doing our best Pink Floyd/The Who impersonation ... a pretty good one, too!! 

-Ioe 
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What do I say about Def Leppard? Hmmm, quite hard. Joe and Phil are still friends of mine, in the sense 
that we maybe might not see each other for a year, then it’s kind of like we saw each other yesterday. 


So here are my random thoughts ... 

I've known Joe since going to Sheffield for Sounds magazine in 1979. 
It was June, I think. I got so drunk I peed in either his mother's sink or 
the dressing room; shameful now, but it seems funny when you're twenty- 
one-okay, it's not funny! 

Phil Collen I knew a bit longer as he was in Girl and they opened for UFO. 
Phil and I just got on, we liked each other, had the same sense of humor, 
and we were both from working class backgrounds in London. 

Steve Clark and I were always very close, and he was a true friend of 
mine. I have vivid memories of Steve being unsure of himself. In Chicago, 
Robert Plant came to see the show and after watching Steve do his best 
Jimmy Page (Clark had JP down, he could play anything by him including 
his solo stuff), Plant asked Steve to join his band. Steve seriously 
considered this. I said, “Don’t be stupid, you're in Def Leppard, a much 
better and bigger band....” Another Steve habit was he’d come and hang 
out in my room and stay up as long as he could. He'd often pass out on 
my bed. This happened a few times, so I can boast I’ve shared a bed with 
a member of Def Leppard. It was obvious he was very lonely. 

The one in the band I never clicked with was Rick Allen. I’ve never worked 
out why. Anything Rick had to do photowise was always a problem or a 
chore. It's sad, because Rick has always been photogenic. 

Peter Mensch, their American manager, came along and, after shooting 
them on and off, I became the Def Leppard photographer from High 
and Dry onwards. In fact, the first-ever gold disc I was given was for 
High and Dry. I still have it. I remember my parents were impressed. 
A gold disc! 

Leppard are so normal that they are fun. When I say normal I mean 
English- food, humor, football, baked beans-and they can and will look at 
the worst possible scenario and laugh at it, or see it in the most pragmatic 
way, calling it “a Lep shoot" when it all goes wrong. 


The inside photo of Hysteria album show them shot by me in Germany in 
the pouring rain, drowning while playing. Peter Mensch came up with the 
idea of it being inside the LP cover. I never shot the main LP covers. The record 
company (or band) always wanted “art" photographers to do it. Yet, in the 
end, they always came back to me, so I suppose that's a back-handed 
compliment. I did every tour until the last couple, and that’s because they 
don't want to pay me-swines. 

Hysteria ms the tour for women. Sold out every night, and the stories of 
naked girls under the stage are all true-no matter what any band member 
says-but you won't see any here. People are older and wiser now. But hey, 
it was a lot of fun! 

In-the-round, the Hysteria \.our was a classic pain in the arse to shoot live; 
no one was ever together. So Charlie Hernandez, the production manager, 
came up with the idea of hanging me in a chair from the lighting truss. 
I had to get up there forty-five minutes before the band played to shoot 
the show. One night Charlie left me up there for an hour after the show. 
All I could think about was I needed to pee, plus with the heat of twenty 
thousand people in an arena travelling upwards I was baking. 

Another time, they played Champagne, Illinois, and we all flew back to 
Chicago in a thunderstorm on Leppard’s private jet, bouncing around the 
sky, me praying, thinking, “Please God, let me live, I’ll be good," listening 
to Led Zeppelin’s “In My Time of Dying." We landed to be met on the 
tarmac by Jimmy Page. Joe exclaimed, “Fuck me, it’s Jimmy Page!" and 
Steve handed him a pint glass of vodka, which Jimmy knocked back in 
one gulp-we all were impressed. 

The last time I saw Steve was at a Queensryche show at the Hammersmith 
Odeon. He was odd; it was like talking to someone I didn't know. He kept 
asking if I had any cocaine. His father was with him, someone who seemed 
to be jealous of his son and instead of looking after him, encouraged him 
to drink. That's how I saw it, and it's sad... 
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After Steve came Vivian, who fitted in well considering whose shoes he 
filled. Vivian would mess with me but in a good-humored way. 

I toured Japan, America, Mexico, Europe, and Australia through the nineties 
with them. In Brisbane, Australia we decided to do a shoot for the day. What 
happens? It rains, of course. I ended up doing a studio session that I was 
really happy with-and the pictures disappeared. I found out later that the 
band's English PR had lost them. Such is life in the world of Def Leppard. 


The one thing I love about this band is they always take it on the chin, in 
a very British way, and get right up again. Never underestimate them or 
write them off. The band rocked live, and still do today-go and see them. 
They are one of life's true guilty pleasures. 

Do you wanna get rocked? You bet! 


-Ross Halfin 






(left) Looks exciting, but the higher we went, Sav would push into my 
back so hard that it became almost impossible to play! 

-Rick 
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In a twenty-five-year career as a music journalist there is one question I’ve been asked more than 
any other: What are those rock stars really like? Are Axl Rose and Ozzy Osbourne as mad as 
they seem? (Answer: not quite.) Is Gene Simmons completely obsessed with money? (Mostly.) 
Is Keith Richards the living dead? (Possibly.) Is Angus Young really so small? (Yes.) 


I’m also frequently asked which musicians I like best as people. There are 
many: Slash, Jimmy Page, Scott Gorham from Thin Lizzy, Dan Hawkins 
from the Darkness, the guys in KISS, the Black Crowes, and Napalm Death. 
And of course, there's Def Leppard: collectively, a great rock ’n’ roll band; 
individually, some of the most likeable and genuine rock stars you could 
ever hope to meet. 

I first met Def Leppard in 1987, when they were touring America in support 
of the Hysteria album. And in all the meetings that have followed across 
the years-in America, Mexico, Ireland, and the UK—it has always been a 
pleasure being around them. The albums and the shows haven’t been too 
bad, either.... 

Def Leppard are of course one of the most successful rock bands of them 
all. In a thirty-three-year career, the band has sold over 75 million albums, 
and this is something of which the members of Def Leppard are rightly proud. 
When I visited singer Joe Elliott's home near Dublin, Ireland, he showed me 
the bathroom he calls “the Bog of Rock.’’ And on the wall, positioned alongside 
photographs of Joe with heroes Brian May and Ian Hunter, is a framed award 
to Def Leppard from the Recording Industry Association of America honoring 
Hysteria and its predecessor Pyromania as “the first back-to-back septuple 
platinum records in the history of the music industry." 

But Pyromania and Hysteria are not only huge records. They are classic 
records. Perhaps it was Scott Rowley, editor in chief of the UK's Classic 
Rock magazine, who best summed up the feelings of millions of rock fans 
when he stated: “The Librarians of Rock tells us what we’re supposed to 
lik e-Astral Weeks, Revolver, Blonde on Blonde, Pet Sounds, OK Computer, 

etc.but most of the time we’re listening to Powerage, Pyromania, or 

Pump instead.” 

When I first read that comment, I checked my iTunes for the list of songs 
marked “Top 25 Most Played.” And at the top of that list, above “The Spirit 
of Radio” by Rush, “I Was Made For Lovin' You" by KISS, “Paradise City" 
by Guns N' Roses, and even AC/DC’s “Hells Bells” was “Rock of Ages" by 
Def Leppard. More cowbell, please! 


It was in early 1983 that I became a Def Leppard fan, when my friend and 
fellow college student Rick Fell pulled out a Sony Walkman, clamped the 
headphones on my head and said with a knowing wink, “Listen to this....” 
I heard “Stagefright,” from the newly released Pyromania album, and was 
blown away. 

(A rather embarrassing admission here: I didn't actually buy the album. 
Another of my rock-loving friends, Dave Barker, taped it for me. In exchange, 
Dave received a tape of Dio’s Holy Diver, featuring a flash young guitar 
player named Vivian Campbell....) 

Nor did I see Leppard on the Pyromania tour. In 19831 was still working 
part-time at a garden center, and when the Leps toured the UK I had 
already blown what little cash I had on Rush and Gillan tickets. The first 
time I saw Leppard play live was three years later, and it was arguably the 
most important show in the band's whole career, at the Monsters of Rock 
festival at Donington Park, England, on August 16,1986. It was the day 
that drummer Rick Allen made his comeback, twenty months after losing 
his left arm in a car crash. 

Leppard had prepared for Donington with six low-key gigs in Ireland, the 
first four with Rick playing alongside a second drummer, Jeff Rich of 
Status Quo, the last two with Rick drumming alone. But Donington was 
the big test, and when Leppard took to the stage-watched by an audience 
of 65,000-Rick was shaking. It had been decided beforehand that singer 
Joe Elliott wouldn't say anything to the audience about Rick. But after a 
few songs Joe had a change of heart. The response was an ovation so 
loud, and conveying such an extraordinary depth of feeling, that Rick was 
overwhelmed. Many years later, Rick told me: “It was such a release from 
all these pent-up emotions, and such a confirmation for me. I cried so 
much I needed a bucket!” 

He wasn't alone. The emotion of that moment went through the crowd like 
a wave. Everyone was cheering, many had tears in their eyes. It was an 
unforgettable experience. All these years later, I get shivers just thinking 
about it. 
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Fifteen months after that landmark day at Donington, in November 1987,1 
met Def Leppard for the first time. I had flown to America to interview the 
band for a cover story for British rock weekly Sounds. This was the first U.S. 
leg of a world tour that would eventually stretch to more than 220 dates, 
and I was with the band for shows in Tucson, Phoenix, and San Diego, plus 
a day off in Los Angeles. On this tour, Leppard were playing in-the-round, 
on a stage in the center of the auditorium. Backstage each night, I would 
watch in amusement as the band members hid inside laundry hampers 
that were then pushed out through the audience to the stage. 

Even funnier was Rick Allen's habit of taking a leisurely pre-show stroll 
around the arena during support act Tesla's set while disguised in a baseball 
cap and a jacket with a stuffed arm! When I accompanied Rick on one of 
these walkabouts, what he didn't know was that moments earlier, back in the 
dressing room, guitarist Steve Clark had stuck a sign on the back of his 
jacket, proclaiming: 1 AM RICK ALLEN!” A smiling Steve had said, “Have 
a good one, mate!” as he patted Rick’s back to make sure the sign stayed 
stuck on. Out in the arena, it was a surreal experience, watching as fans 
pointed at Rick’s back and laughed. 


There was another surreal moment at the end of that trip, when the band 
was enjoying a day off in L.A. The Sunset Marquis hotel is well known as a 
haven for the rich and famous, and as Joe and I sunbathed beside the pool, 
the four members of U2 stopped by to say hello. During their conversation, 
Joe nudged me as Jamie Lee Curtis walked past, followed by Chrissie 
Hynde. And then we saw Roy Scheider, star of Jaws, in the pool. “Get out 
of the water!” shouted Joe. Scheider rolled his eyes and smiled. 

What impressed me, especially in such an A-list celebrity environment, 
was how unaffected the members of Def Leppard were. They were one of 
the biggest bands in the world, but they had no egos to speak of. And that 
is something that has never changed. 

In all the years I have known Def Leppard, there has been only one difficult 
moment, when I interviewed Joe in L.A. in 1992. The band was launching 
a new album, Adrenalize. But the real story was the recent death of guitarist 
Steve Clark, and when Joe got into this subject, he ended up in tears. 
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That aside, I've had nothing but fun with Leppard. One trip to Mexico City 
in 1993 was particularly entertaining. On the day before their gig in the 
city the band played in a charity football match against a team of Mexican 
media representatives. Leppard won the match 8-5 thanks to four goals 
from Joe, but it was a hard-won victory, as was proven when the opposi¬ 
tion goalkeeper had to receive medical treatment on the pitch after being 
hit in the midriff and winded by a ferocious shot from Viv Campbell. What 
made this incident all the more embarrassing was the fact that the goal¬ 
keeper was a small girl! At least she and Viv shook hands afterwards! 

It was also in Mexico City that bassist Rick Savage committed the classic 
error of making a bet while drunk. It was late, and we'd both had a few, when 
Sav said how much he loved the first Boston album and especially the song 
“A Man I'll Never Be.” When I pointed out that this song is in fact on Boston's 
second album, an indignant Sav bet $20 that he was right. Less than thirty 
seconds later, after I had reeled off the track listing on the first Boston 
album-minus, of course, “A Man I'll Never Be"—the $20 was mine. 

In Mexico I was working with Ross Halfin, whose photographs of Def Lep¬ 
pard are the defining images of the band across its entire career. Ross is 
of course an old friend of the band, and I have known him for all of my 
twenty-five years in this business, having met him in the mid-1980s on the 
road with Gary Moore. As anyone who knows Ross will attest, he is a rather 
mischievous character, and in Mexico he and I played a practical joke on 
Sav with the help of guitarist Phil Collen. I had an Arsenal football shirt with 
me, and when we arrived in Mexico it was shortly after Arsenal had beaten 
Sav's team, Sheffield Wednesday, in not one but two English cup finals. 
When Ross was doing a photo session with the band, Phil crept up behind 
Sav wearing my Arsenal shirt, and Ross got a great shot of the pair of them 
laughing. The beauty of it is that Phil doesn't even like football. 

Perhaps my best time with Def Leppard was in 2006, when they were 
co-headlining a U.S. tour with Journey. En route to the Shoreline Amphi¬ 
theater near San Francisco, I travelled with Joe and Sav on one of the 
band's two buses-the one named the “Attack Bus” because it carries the 
band's drinkers and meat-eaters. It was early in the afternoon, and Joe 
offered me a cup of tea. 


“Milk?” he asked. 

“Yes please.” 

“Sugar?” 

“You mean, ‘One lump or two?"’ 

“No,” he laughed. “I fucking don't!” 

I interviewed all of the guys at the venue. Joe, as usual, talked the most. 
But what each band member had in common was a love of music and a 
pride in Def Leppard that spoke volumes about why this band is still so 
strong after so many years. 

In my interview with Rick Allen, he spoke movingly about the accident, his 
recovery, and that day at Donington in 1986. He also paid tribute to the 
staff of Sheffield's Royal Hallamshire Hospital, who had done so much for 
him, and said that the best way he could repay them was to reach out to 
others who had suffered similar misfortune. At the end of our interview, 
Rick joined a family who had waited patiently while we talked. The family 
had a seven-year-old daughter who was in a wheelchair. Rick talked with 
her for an hour. Afterwards he told me it was the best part of his day. 

Just before Leppard went on stage that night at the Shoreline, I was a little 
worried for them, because Journey had been so good, playing all their hits 
before what was essentially a hometown crowd. But when the house lights 
went to black and Joe called out, “Do you wanna get rocked?” twenty 
thousand people roared in the affirmative, and I realized I needn't have been 
concerned. What Def Leppard proved that night, as they do every night they 
go on stage, is that they are one of the greatest rock bands of all time. 

In the interests of journalistic integrity, I should add that although I share 
a surname and indeed a birthday (August 1) with Joe Elliott, we are not 
related. Joe refers to me as his “brother from another mother.” I've been 
called a lot worse. 

-Paul Elliott 
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Often times, Ross would be the point of contact 
for a specific line in a song ... quite possibly, “Do 
you take sugar?” A good sport, he’d probably have 
mimed back, “Two please.” 

-Joe 
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Although I could mention a million different experiences and emotions that come from being 
associated with one of the world's best-selling rock bands, I would have to say that the most 
important thing is this: We went from being boys to grown men (kind of) on a world stage. 
We became the consummate family. 


Thirty years later we have maintained a level of closeness most blood 
relatives struggle for. Our bond has survived in the midst of marriage, 
divorce, birth, death (the loss of Steve Clark, my best friend and band 
mate), triumph, and life-changing tragedy (Rick's car accident). 

The perks of being in this band far outweigh the cons, although there 
are those, too. Being amongst a handful of artists and bands worldwide 
who have won a coveted diamond award (going ten times platinum) 
is definitely a once-in-a-lifetime achievement and something we're very 
proud of. Performing has placed us on main stages I once dreamed about 
playing, including Wembley Stadium in London, Madison Square Garden in 
New York, Budokan in Tokyo, and even the lovely Red Rocks in Denver. 


Mediterranean Sea. Rick, a local guide, and I hang glided from a Brazilian 
rain forest to a beach in Rio de Janeiro. I can also remember being in 
Holland during the coldest winter ever, where absolutely everything was 
frozen and everyone skated around and drank hot chocolate (and port and 
brandy!). Of course we have had our trying times as well, but Def Leppard 
have always made it through even the hardest trials. 

Now it's thirty years later, we’re still making records, touring, and enjoying 
the perks of rock 'n' roll. I can remember a quote from an interesting story 
a friend once told me, and it definitely holds true for us as a band: “And 
we forged on..." 
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I love traveling, so aside from performing, some pretty interesting and 
unexpected experiences took place. There was adventure in everything we 
did. Rick once rented a boat from a southern Spanish port and ended up 
in a North African harbor and hadn't realized he’d crossed the 
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During the Euphoria tour the band decided to start 
using the Union Jack backdrop once again. Given that 
the flag itself was massive in proportion, I felt that it 
was important to display my Irish roots and hang a (very 
much smaller) Irish flag over my speakers for a couple 
of songs near the end of the show. 

-Vivian 
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Vivian Caivipiusll 

Looking back through all of these photos reminds me just how long it is that I’ve been the “new 
guy” in the band. I guess I’ll always be the “new guy/’ but I see that as being a good thing, right? 
After all, as long as I’m the new guy, then nothing has changed in the Def Leppard family. And family 
it is, as I found out during my first months as a Lep. 


Steve’s death had been a terrible blow to the other four guys. Since day one, 
every time Def Leppard had taken the stage, Steve Clark had been at stage 
right. Now, after so many years, so much success, and many, many hundreds 
of shows, all of a sudden when they looked to their right someone else stood 
there. These photos also remind me of the whole other incarnation of Def 
Leppard that exsisted before I set foot on stage with them; a band that 
I'd closely followed since the early years as both a fan and an admiring 
professional. In the nineteen years since I've been a Lep, I’ve never tried to 
be like Steve or to replace him in any way, as that would not only be an 
impossibility, but also an exercise in futility. Rather, I’ve just tried to bring 
my own personality to the band. I don't want to seem presumptious, but I'm 
starting to think that things are working out.... 

One of the things that I remember most about my first months 
with Leppard preparing for the Adrenalize tour was just how much we 
rehearsed. At first it seemed to me that it was overkill, but by the time 
we got into production rehearsals it started to make sense; playing in-the- 
round with a production of that size required that the band have the musical 
side completely under control well in advance, as there would be little 
margin for error. Whilst I had plenty of experience playing on big stages 
in front of big crowds, the in-the-round thing presented a new challenge 
to me. We all had multiple microphone positions, so essentially it was like 
playing to multiple front rows during the same show. Much energy was 
expended, a trait of every Leppard show to this day still. However, part of 
me also wonders if all the rehearsals were, at least in part, an exercise 
for the other four to get used to this strange person who now shared the 
stage with them. 






We never seemed to miss an opportunity for a photo shoot, too; wherever 
we were in the world, Ross Halfin seemed to be right there with us, 
suggesting we forego a few hours sleep in order to get up early the next 
morning to try to capture some of the local essence, Leppard-style. 
A lot of those particular days I had long since forgotten about, and it's 
interesting to look back and relive the memories. It's interesting, too, to 
see the changes in fashion and attitude that we went through in the ' 90 s, 
the most extreme of which was the post- Adrenalize era when we became 
very casual-so casual in fact that we actually wore shorts onstage! Halfin 
really was a pest, come to think of it; not only did he usurp our days off 
and our few precious hours of sleep, but he also insisted on sticking his 
camera into every aspect of our business backstage. Brushing your teeth? 
Smile! At the time I never imagined that there might be some value to 
these pesky intrusions. Frankly, as part of the subject matter, I’m still not 
convinced that there is. But someone, somewhere may enjoy peeking into 
the unseen past of the not-quite-as-glamourous-as-it-seems backstage 
life of a globe-trotting rock band. 
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Ross deliberately positioned us in front of the 4 Queens during this Las 
Vegas shoot. He never was very good at math. 

-Vivian 









For the Yeah! tour we were very fortunate to be touring 
with Journey, who were a hell of a band to have to follow 
every night! Talk about keep you on your toes! I really 
enjoyed the whole Yeah! period. We played in front of the 
most people we’d seen since the Adrenalize tour, and I 
stand by the album big time, as we finally got to show the 
world where we really came from, and I can see “Rock 
on” being a staple in the set for years to come as it works 
so well live. 

-Ioe 
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